RALPH    RASHLEIGH
*I will go/ said Rashleigh. 'The sun is as hot and the
fish are as fat elsewhere as they are here.5
At a sign from the old orator, his bonds were loosened,
The ancient paused and looked around the encircling
faces: 'If any of our black brethren do not like the decision
of the elders,, now that the pale stranger is free,, let them
attack him in the face of all the tribe, and take better
vengeance for the fallen on fair and equal terms/
Two warriors at once leaped to their feet, but the one who
had taunted the prisoner claimed precedence, and it was
arranged that they should fight at noon. Rashleigh there-
upon retired to his fires, where he found his two surviving
djins wailing and gashing themselves over the battered
corpse of Lorra, which they had laid out ready for interment.
Rashleigh decided that he would not bury the body near
the tribe, so he constructed a rough sort of hand-barrow
into which he placed it. He then ordered the two djins to
carry it northward along the beach as far as an inlet which
was generally admitted to be the boundary of the fishing-
ground belonging to the tribe. There they were to await his
arrival, taking with them the dogs, his fishing tackle and all
his weapons except the one which he was to use in the
combat at noon.
The shadows of the trees were at their feet when all the
tribe were duly assembled on their council ground over-
looking the sea. The fight began instantly by Rashleigh's
opponent, as usual, offering his head for a blow.
'Have done with such fooling/ shouted the white man,
*for if you put your head in my way again you will need no
second blow/
The black began by clumsy feinting, when Rashleigh
riposted by also feinting as if to strike the man's head, and
bringing his club round suddenly struck him heavily upon
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